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with the spirit of the encircling mountains. Origin-
ally I intended staying for a day only at the Park,
but the snows of the Great Divide held such a sway
over my feelings and there was so much of kindly
attention and such a feeling of quiet homeliness about
the hotel that only on the third day I managed to
take myself away from the Park and the small circle
of friends I had made there. In the mountains I was
' in my proper habitat and each day the neighbouring
Rockies drew me out to tackle single-handed their
craggy heights. One afternoon, Byron in hand, I
went to a mountain-lake, climbing up amid groves of
golden aspen, looking so indescribably lovely under
the bright Autumn sun that one felt sure they could
have come from nowhere but the Avenues of
Eden. Another day I climbed up the highest peak
of a group of hills some miles away and after a
rather risky descent down the Canyon of the Big
Thomson walked back to the hotel in a driving
snow-storm. That night it snowed heavily and the
next morning when I woke up and looked out of my
bedroom window the Park looked like fairy-land,
and after breakfast I took the snow-covered trail
up the Observatory Hill and stopped not till I came
to a point in close proximity to the eternal snows.
The Great Lone Land spread round me in all its
solemn grandeur and much would I have given to
have read a dozen stanzas of Childe Harold in the
silence and solitude of those snowy heights. But that
morning I had no time for reading or musing and so
off I ran back over and down the trail, and was
pitched after luncheon, bag and body, into a char-a-